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CLERMONT HERBERT; 
OR PRESENTIMENT. - ° - 


Continued. 


Tae intelligence of the non-arrival of the Lovely Ann 
soon reached England. Poor Annabella sunk beneath the 
shock, and for many weeks was inconsolable; though, she 
said, she was convinced her dear brother was not dead. 
But he may be worse, my child, said her mother; he may 
be cast on an inhospitable ahewé: Then, cried she, God 
will protect him, and I will weary Heaven with my pray- 
ers. But O! how did my heart forebode the failure of that 
interested scheme! What, when a man can acquire a com- 
petence in his own country, justifies his forsaking home, 
friends and relations, braving the fury of the boisterous 
ocean, as if he defied the elements, merely to gain what he 
has no real necessity for? Surely, father, you are rich enough; 
and Clermont could have got a larger salary ina store, than 
your yearly income; therefore he had no occasion to go. 
But the failure and disappointment of his scheme will, I 
hope, be all the punishment he will meet with; and that 
Heaven will restore him to us, in its own good time, safe, 
and cured of his spirit for rambling. God grant it! sighed 
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Mr. Herbert; and even I, Annabella, should he be restored 
to us, will think more favourably of your doctrine of pre- 
sentument, Let us, my dear father, said Edward, while his 
face expressed the anguish of his soul, hope for the best; if 
it has pleased Heaven to call him, we ought not to repine at 
its just decrees. The Lord gives, and the Lord takes away; 
his will he done. And such has been the innocence of my 
brother’s life and the goodness of his heart, that I am sure 
he is happy, be he where he may.—O, he had no business 
to go, cried his mother; fortune, fame and happiness await- 
ed him at home. There was Matilda Belmont in love with 
him; and he could have had her and ali her fortune for ask- 
ing; so he had no occasion to go abroad for one. And who, 
madam, informed you that Matilda loved him? said Mr. 
Herbert. She herself, sir. Then I am happy that my son is 
gone; for death in my opinion, is preierable to either a 
union with her, or the persecution of his mother to address 
her. Why, sir, what have you to say against Miss Bel- 
mont? Nothing to say; but I think that is sufficient: and am 
grateful, that by a lesser my son escaped a greater misfors 
tune; and shall henceforth bow with humble submission to 
that superior Power that governs us, nor dare to murmur at 
its decrees. Mrs. Herbert rose, and walked out of the room, 
while Annabella followed her. This was the first time she 
had ever heard her father deviate in opinion from her mo- 
ther, whose word was law in the family; and she felt it was 
unkind; but could her dear papa do wrong? Nor did she 
like Miss Belmont much; to her she appeared a bold, for- 
ward, indelicate girl: then how could she have endured call- 
ing her sister? O, that would have been impossible. Nor 
couid Clermont have loved her; for she well knew, that de- 
licacy was, In his opinion, the first beauty in a female; 
therctore Miss Belmont could never have been his wife; 
ond if her mamma’s mind was set on it, what a disagreeable 
situauion he would have been in! Thus itis; whatever 1s, is 
right: so why should I repine? But not thus resigned was. 
‘ir, A: he saw the defeat of an excellent commercial pian, 
ud severely felt the loss of Clermont, whom he esteem- 
edt as a valuable young man, and had hoped to see or hear 
of him fithng a respectable situation in America. But here 
Was every wish thwarted, and every hope overthrown. Deep 
and bitter was his sorrow. He put on mourning for him, 
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though at times he deemed it almost impossible that he was 
lost, and flattered himself that he would be preserved by 
some means. Not so the love-sick Matilda bore the loss of 
all her soul held dear: she mourned him with bitter heart 
felt sorrow; peace was a stranger to her bosom, and sleep 
closed not her weary eye till the pillow was drenched with 
the briny fluid; and then the heavy, dull, unexpressive lan- 
guor of her countenance declared, that even in slumber 
she was tortured almost to madness. This young lady had 
been the idol of a fond father. Her mother died a short 
time after her birth, and he beheld her as the representative 
of the wife he had lost, she became doubly dear to him: 
but when her infant mind began to expand, and her heart 
to show its nature, his affection increased almost to do- 
tage. She was certainly an amiable girl, and had she 
had a mother to feminize her manners, would have been 
a charming woman; but her father, who saw nothing but 
perfection in her, never suffered any person to contradict 
her, nor did he ever do it himself. Her mind, he soon 


found, was strong and comprehensive; he therefore un- — 


dertook her education himself: and. she .learned every 
thing he taught her with an avidity that at once astonished 


and delighted him; nor did she ever seem to desire other* > _ 


society than his. She accompanied him wherever he went; 
and even in his field sports Matilda was his sole compan- 
ion. Thus she grew highly accomplished, but the accom, 
plishments were not feminine ones. She hated the needle; 
and would rather solve a mathematical question than give 
an order to her mantuamaker for dress. In this also she had 
neither taste nor judgment, but wore every thing that the 
housekeeper toid her was elegant or fashionable. For mu- 
sic she had a decided taste, and a fine ear; but it was the 
martial sound oi the drum, or trumpet, that charmed her. 
Next to these, the horn was her delight. She performed on 
the harp, and piano-forte; but nothiiig could prevail on her 
to learn the guitar; and the soft breathing of the flute were 
to her, she declared, discord. She had been taught never to 
conceal a fault nor dissemble. a thought. Her father, who 


was a good man in the strictest sense of the word, and * 


whose every action was clear as the noon-day sun, scorned 
the trifling forms of the world; and his friends either met 
from him the hand of iruth, or a cold civility—not that he 
felt himself authorised to mortify any person; but as his 
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every action flowed from a sincere heart, he was guided by 
its impulse. His passions were wholly unrestrained except 
by reason, which prompted him to do unto all as he wished 
them to do unto him; anddem’me, said he one day, if I would 
not rather a man would shut his doors on me, than show a 
fair face over a foul heart. So thought, so acted Matilda 
what her heart felt or her mind conceived, her voice dare ; 
proclaim; and this her love of truth and plain sincerity, con- 
firmed her empire over her father, and rendered her sole 
mistress of her own actions before she was sixteen, at which 
period she lost her too fond father. O. 


(To be continued.) 
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GEOGRAPHY. 


(Continued. ) 


Tue mountain of Taurus is in Asiatic Turkey. In 
Syria the most celebrated one is Mount Lebanon, fa- 
mous for its cedars, and so frequently mentioned in Scrip- 
ture. Olympus, Ida, and others, of classical fame, are on 
the shores of the Archipelago. The soil of the plains is 
exceedingiy fertile, and is said to yield the various produc - 
tions of aimost all the regions of the earth. 

The population of Asiatic Turkey is eleven millions and 
ninety thousand. 

The commerce of Asiatic Turkey is almost entirely in 
the hands of strangers It consists chiefly in drugs, dye- 
ing-stuff, silk, wool, cotton, carpets, and fine leather which 
is manufactured by the Turks. The chief city is Smyrna, 
which is one of the largest and richest in the east. Its in- 
habitants are filteen thousand Turks, ten thousand Greeks, 
and two thousand Jews. It makes a fine appearance, and is 
the rendezvous of merchants from all parts.of the world. 
Here dweil a great number of christians of all sects, nations 
and languages. Here the Christian religion flourishes more 
than in any ancient church of Asia Minor. Here God ful- 


filled his promise made to them, Rev. i. 10. 


oe 


‘Tue obstinacy of the indolent and weak, 1s less conquer- 
able than the. oi the fiery and bold, 
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HISTORY 
BABYLON continued. 


ANOTHER, who visited it in 1574, mentions various 
ruins, and says they are so full of venomous creatures that 
no one dares approach nearer than half a league, except for 
two months in winter when these animals are terpid. Seve- 
ral other travellers confirm its ruinous state. But the most 
recent accounts of it are, that even the ruins are so much 
effaced that scarcely a vestige of them remains, to point out 
where Babylon was situated—with such astonishing exact- 
ness has God verificd his threatnings ‘ to sweep Babylon 
with the besom of destruction!”’ 


BIOGRAPHY. 


EVE, eontinued. 


Tue life of Eve, like that of Adam, presents no eventful 
changes. She was his companion and, friend. The partici- 
pator of the afflictions which her disobedience had drawn 
on him, she consoled him with sympathy, andallcviated his: 
cares by bearing a portion of ‘them. As her wants, like 
those of her husband, were those of nature, we must judge 
that they lived happily together; and that, after becoming 
the mother of a numerous family of children, and enduring 
the agony of witnessing the death of Adam, she died also; 
but her single transgression suffered not her name to rest in 
peace. Such is the severity of the world to the weaker scx, 
that a whole life of sorrowful repentance could not atone for 
one single error; and the name of our common mother Is 
handed to posterity, with shame attached to it— 


While man, that lawiess libertine, may rove, 
Unquestion’d still, through all the wiles of love; 
But poor weak woman but one step astray, 
Disgrace attends her to the silent clay.. 


2+ eo 


K1ss the hand of him who can renounce what he has 
pubicly taught when convicted of his error, and who, with 
heartelt joy, embraces truth, though with the sacrifice of 
favouyte opinions. 
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MORALITY. 


Text me, ye daughters of Eye, what is this beauty of 
which ye pride yourselves, to the embellishments of which 
ye spend so many hours of your precious existence? It is 
like the transient sun-beam of the morning, flying before 
the storm. Soon will the winter of age pluck the rose from 
your cheek, and convert those dimples into extended 
wrinkles. T hose shining tresses will be silvered by time, 
and scarce sufficient remain to cover your heads.— Those 
eyes, now sparkling with pleasure, will be sunken and hol- 
lowed, and no traces of your former beauty left. A few years 
and your fine forms will be shrivelled by the clay-cold 
hand of death.—T hen will the yawning grave receive the 
last sacrifice of morality. At that awful period the soul 
will wing its flight, speedily, to the tribunal of celestial 
justice. There ye must give an account of the moments 
spent on earth, and answer to your Redeemer for the time 
given you to be employed for your benefit, to render you 
worthy partakers of heavenly love. Lay up therefore for 
yourselves, i in the days of your youth, provision for the 
mind against the advances of age; for, be assured, no sor- 
row nor calamity is too great to be borne, if God is our 
friend; no pleasure capable of gratifying us, if it be pur- 
chased at the expense of his deserved anger. 


—— + oe 


ANSWER TO QUERY II. 


Why is green, rather than any other colour, allowed to administer 
the greatest relief to the eye, when tired or strained by looking tco long 
or too intently upon any other obje-t? 


THE spring, when all nature is clothed in green, is the 
most enlivening season of the year; the scene is heightened 
by the sun’s daily advancing towards us, cheering with 
his reanimating rays the flagged spirits, which the wintry 

storms had caused to droop, and by exhaling moisture 
through the withered tube, making the verdantly refraced 
colour appear with a vivid hue in almost every spir of 
grass. Hence it seems, that the great Author of all 2xis- 
se nce est hes the face of nature with this most enliening 
cclour, in preference to any other, because it is a proper 
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nfixture of light and shade, which comforts, strengthens, 
and invigorates the eye, by which the pleasing sensation 
of all other visible objects is conveyed to our ideas. 
Those who are acquainted wath mechanics and optics, will 
find no difficulty in accounting for it. To render every 
thing perfectly easy, both in art and nature, there is but 
one grand and general rule, that is, ‘¢ Always to preserve 
an exact equilibrium;” for without this there will ever be 
a struggle to obtain it; and motion, or oppression, on some 
parts more than others, must forever be the natural conse- 
quence. Hence, the whole system, like the mechanic world, 
is kept in action. And hence it is, that the eye is tortured 
and perplexed by an undue proportion of refracted rays, 
when viewing any other colour than green, for too long 
a time, or by too close an attention. WHITE is a composi- 
tion of all colours, and BLACK isa privation; these are there- 
fore the worst for the eye to have too constantly in view. 
The order of the colours, according’ to their. different de- 
grees of refrangibility, are red, orange, yellow, GREEN, blue, 
indigo, violet; so that green is a mean colour, between the 
Jeast and the greatest degree of refrangible rays; and as all 
colours that are more luminous, overpower the eye, and 
dissipate the animal spirits—so, those that are more ob- 
scure, do not give the eye nor the animal spirits a sufh- 
cient exercise; whereas green, which is a mean colour, 
falls upon the eye in such due proportion, that it gives full 
exercise to both; and thus keeping up the struggle ina 
just balance, excites the most pleasing and agreeable sensa- 
tion, by relaxing the distended nerves, and affording relief 
to the wearied eye. Hence the following apostrophe of 
Thomson is as philosophic as it is poetical— 


but chiefly thee, gay Green! 
Thou smiling nature’s universal robe, 

United light and shade; where the sight dwells 
With growing strength, and ever new delight! 





—2 oe ; 
WOMAN. 


Woran! daughter of Heaven, its last best work—what 
art thov Fated to suffer, born to sorrow, art thou mild, 
.Yredest; rentle, sincere and affectionate as nature fermed 
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thee? then art thou a mark for the libertine to aim at, and 
the destruction of thy peace is planned under the mask of 
affection, Hast thou sense to discover and prudence to avoid 
the snare? then doth his rancour pursue thee, and his disap- 
pointment finds alleviation in the destruction of thy fame. 
Hast thou digaity to repel his malice? still does thy sensi- 
tive heart shudder, and bleed with agony, at the malignancy 
of the attempt; and though the blush of shame criiison not 
thy cheek, yet does sorrow more bitter than the aloe, and 
more fatal than the aspine bite, corrode thy heart, and banish 
from thy cheek the roseate bloom of health, and the smile of 
cheerfulness giaddeneth not thy countenance. Thus doth 
man, whom thy Creator designed for thy bosom trend, 
guardian and protector, counteract the designs oi Heaven, 
and blight with the poisonous dew of malice the fairest 


floweret of the vale. HERMIONE. 


=. + ea 


j 
PAT’S COURTSHIP. 


(Continued. ) 


Bur faith let them smile on, say I, for the never a care do 
I care for them now I have got Judy all to myself. Well, Mrs. 
Editress, when I came there, and found them all fast asleep, 
which I knew by their snoring, then what does myself do 
but pop my foot upon the ould hogstye that stood under 
Judy’s window, On! how the ould jade grunted, and the 
young pigs squealed; but never a bit of me minded all the 
grunting and squealing, but popping my head in at the 
window,—Judy, my sowl, said I, are you there and awake? 
Aye, and I am; Pat! is it you or your ghost, dear? blub- 
bered she (for never love me, Mrs. Editress, if she was mt 
lying wide awake, crying). Is that you? cried she, jumpig 
out of bed, and running to me. Oh! and it is myself, dar, 
and no ghost, but your own lump of flesh and blood mme 
to carry you off from the hardhearted spalpeens that «cep 
you shut up here; so, be after packing up all you hve in 
the world, and coming with me to America. 


To be continued. 


Who affects useless singularities has surely a "tle mind. 
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THE MANIAC: A FRAGMENT. 


Continued from page 9. 


‘¢ Wuar do you say? not murdered it? Then give me 
the infant image of my loved Henry, aid my heart’s bicod 
shall nourish it”—Again all was silent. ‘The katydid be gan 
to chatter from a neighbouring tree. Mercator listened for 
a moment. All was silent as death;—til again the ever- 
changing mind of the unfortunate Gc orgi: na agonized her 
soul—** O, Henry, Henry! cruel though still beloved 
Henry, wilt thou not save me from my hard hearied bro- 
ther’s deadly weapon? See! the dagger is at my bosom— 
and Oh! my mother! Sce! she has cut the thread of my 
loved infaut’s lite—oniy look how its little throat bleeds! 
Save me, Henry, save! Oh! you could plead sweetly in the 
cause of sin: and han’t you one word tc say now, In defence 
of your poor Georgiana? Nay, then, thou shalt not go— 
Dear, dear Henry, do not leave me——for ah! I loved the: so 
sincerely, none can I ever love again” — Then she began to 
sing so sweetly melodious that Mercator sat entranced. O. 


(To be continued occasionaily.) 





THE TOMB OF ALFRED. 


Tue sun’s first beams shone on the, eastern hill, 
No sound was heard save the soft bubbling rill, 
And the plum’d songsters, who on every spray, 
Warbled a welcome to returning day. 

Lost in reflection, as alone I stray’d, 

By chance I gain’d a sweet sequester’d glade; 
Nature had deck’d the spot with lavish care, 
And smiling Flora spread her treasures there. 
Near to the midst, the Jaure! and the rose 
Entwined their twigs, a barrier to compose 
Around an humble grave; beneath the shade 

By a large willow’s drooping foliage made, 
Whose pliant branches trembled in the wind, 

A beauteous female form I saw reclined. 

Lovely she was; an unaffected grace 

Moved in her steps, inform’d her beauteous face. 
Her golden locks curl’d on her forehead high, 
And half obscured each bright, though humid eye, 
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In rich profusion veil’d her snowy breast, 
And waved like sunbeams o’er her sable vest.— 
Musing she sat; at length in accents miid 
As when sweet Philomela charms the wild, 
She sighing spoke—I unobserved drew near, 
Her charms to gaze on, and her plaints to hear. 
“ Aurora’s tear hangs trembling on the thorn, 
Her liquid pearls the blushing rose adorn; 
Once, when gay pleasure smiled on every hour, 
My cheek was liken’d to that beauteous flower. 
Though joy in Clara’s breast has long been dead, 
And from my cheek the crimson glow is fled, 
Still does a likeness to the rose appear, 
For on my cheek still shines the mournful tear. 
But when bright Sol attains meridian height, 
And o’er the earth dispenses heat and light, 
The dew that wets the tose his beams will dry; 
But ah! to wipe the tear from Clara’s eye 
No cheering sun can eyer have the power; 
Tis there at morn, at midnight’s lonely hour.” — 
She paused, arose, beside the grave she stood, 
And o’er the sod the freshest flowrets strew’d. 
“ Lady,” I said, and with respect drew nigh, 
“ Why heaves thy bosom fair with sorrow’s sigh? 
Does love bid pleasure from thy breast depart? 
Does that fell passion rend thy gentle heart!” 
“« No,” she replied, “ I knew the sweets of love, 
I envied not the blest who dwell above; 
In glowing youth, when first sixteen had shed 
Its “ bright reflectioh”’ on my youthful head, 
1 loved brave Alfred; Alfred’s heart was mine; 
And soon our willing hands did Hymen join. 
live years reyolved; I ask’d no more from Heaven, 
Tn Alfred’s love was every blessing given. 
But war's shrill clarion sounds along the dale, 
Paice peace affrizhted trembling flies the vale. 
‘bhe youths to battle rush, each hero draws 
His keen edged blade to aid his country’s cause, 
My Alfred eager sought the hostile plain, 
He fought, he fell, ah! ne’er to rise again. 
I bathed his wounds, on me he fix’d his eye, 
Sunk on my breast, and breathed his dying sigh: 
But though in death my Alfred’s eyes are closed} 
‘Tiiough Lis cold form is now in earth reposed, 
Glory to deck his urn a wreath shall give, 
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And still in fame’s bright records shall he live— 
Dead was my widow’d heart to wordly joy, 

But I’d one comfort left, a lovely bov, 

His father’s image, noble, sweet, anu atid; 

And ali thy virtues, Alfred, graced thy chia. 

It was my duty, soon became delight, 

His youthful steps to honour’s path to invite, 
The brilliant path once trodden by his sire; 

His lit:le bosom felt the glowing fire; 

Yet tender was his heart, oft has he wept 

O’er the sad tomb where his brave father slept.— 
But he is gone; from me for ever fled, 

My darling boy now rests among the dead, 
Beneath this turf which now with flowers I strew, 
And oft with bitter drops of wo bedew, 

My Alfred lies; my joy, his country’s pride, 
And my sweet boy sleeps at his father’s side. 
Soon as the sunbeams gild the eastern wave, 

I haste to kneel beside this sacred grave; 

And when soft twilight veils the azure plain, 

I seek my Alfred’s honour’d tomb again. 

And still at evening’s close, at morning’s ray, 
To this dear spot I ’l] take my mournful way; 
Till freed from earthly chains, my spirit flies, 
To meet my child, my husband, in the skies. 


+ 


LINES ON MY LAST SCRIP OF PAPER. 


As the lone traveller in a dreary waste, 
Views his last loaf, yet fears the crumb to taste, 
Looks round, yet sees no vegetation rise, 

No cheerful hamlet greet his aching eyes, 
Knows not how lorg, when his last drop is spent, 
Ere he shall find some gracious manna sent: 

So do I view the little scrip, for I 

Know not how long ere comes a fresh supply. 
Thou art not gilt, like what fair ladies use, 
Whose harps are silver, drest in gold their muse, 
No, thou art coarse—thy texture firm and strong, 
Fit for a schoolboy’s strokes so broad and long. 
When cash was plenty, I have pass’d thee by, 
Left thee neglected in my desk to lie. 

But now when cash is gone and paper scarce, 
(Not paper-money, which is all a farce) 

I bid thee welcome—So I’ve oftenseen 


ROSA. 


THE INTELLECTUAL REGALE. 


The rich man pass the poor with haughty mien; 

But when misfortune does her arrows shower, 

He bows obsequious at the poor man’s door. 
Oh! I could moralize on thee till dawn— 

From scanty subjects many a volume ’s drawn; 

This can a Chalmers or a Carr declare, 

But they have paper, I have none to spare. JAQUES. 


—  — 


SONNET—TO WOMAN. 


Harmonious oft, the minstrel’s harp has rung 
The charms, fair Woman, that belong to thee; 
In sweetest notes, how many a bard has sung, 
Of thy mild looks—thy .mile’s soft witchery— 
And aff the gay delights of thy society. 


Placed on this earth by Heaven, allwise, supreme, 
Man’s dreary road through wayward life to bliss; 
By thy soft arts to win his fond esteem, 
To be his guardia» angel in distress: 
When sad afflictions on his bosom press, 
In softest sy pathy thy feelings move; 
*Tis then thy care can make his sorrows less; 
Thy kind attentions. and th: sor thine love, 


The best, most cordial balm, to wounded feelings prove. 
MONTFORD. 


- ——= 


ON THE APPROACH OF CHRISTMAS. 


Lo! the dawn of hope approaches, 
That gave our blessed Saviour birth, 


Freed mankind from sin’s ~eproaches, 
Saved his soul from endless death. 


Christian, meet the day with rapture, 
Joyful hail the rising dawn; 

It was the rise of endless pleasure, 
Christ, the friend of man, was born. 


Though the season’s dark and gloomy, 
Clouds portentous round us lower; 

His all soothing powerful mandate 
Can disperse the threat’ning shower. 
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SOLUTION OF CHARADE I. 


Trovcn some the Indian plant decry, 
Yet many more we see, 

Who to all other drinks prefer 
The fragrant cup of tea. 

And for their cattle oft with hay, 

We see the farmers fill the tray. 


The Tea Tray comes at close of day, 
Supporting China’s earth; 
This cheerful meal I dearly love, 
The hour of social mirth. , 
The Ladies’ Tea Tray, gives the mind 
A treat, delightful and refined. ROSA. 


-——2D + on, 


ANECDOTES. 


A young female, who had in childhood been averse to 
learning, or rather a dunce, so much so that she could not 
read, on her attaining to what is called years of discretion, 
and being introduced into the world, very seriously declared 
to her sister, that her mother was going to teach her some 
hard words to speak in company. 

Two sailors one day going into jail to visit a companion, 
had procured a pint of brandy to drown care; butthe turn- 
keys refused to let them take it in. Jack swore and plead, 
but in vain; the inexorable cerberuses declared the liquor 
should not enter the prison doors; while Jack “swore it 
should, they with looks and smiles of triumph defied him, 
Put thus to the exercise of his wits, Jack demanded, wheth- 
er they would let him go in? to this they assented: when 
putting the bottle to his mouth, he drank part, then handed 
it to his companion, who emptied it in a trice. Now, said 
jack, open the door; I told you it should go in. 


a. - a 


RETROSPECTION. 


The dearth of intelligence at present is such that nothing can be 
found worth publishing. In Europe all eves are fixed on the congress 
at Vienna; and the negotiations at Ghent seem to engross the attention 
ef the people otf both Europe and America. 
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The state legislature of Pennsylvania have it in discussion to reduce 
their own salaries. A noble example for the national one. 

It is generally thought that the ficets off our coasts are diminishing. 
Several vessels have sailed from New-York on a cruise. The enemy is 
increasing their naval force in Canada. 

The brave commodore M:Donough has returned in health and spi- 


rits to his family. : 
The soldier sentenced to be shot at the fort last week was reprieved. 


A SINGULAR PHENOMENON 

Was observed on the morning of the 19th instant, about six minutes 
before five o’clock, by five different watchmen in several parts of the 
city of New-York, besides various other persons who saw and were 
alarmed by it.—Five bright flashes, of a white colour, in quick succes- 
sion, issued from a space of apparently 40 feet in diameter, and scarce- 
ly 150 feet high from the ground. The light spread as the flashes de- 
scended, with a very quick tremulous action, and lighted the ground 
sufficiently to pick up a marble. The sky was overcast and misty, and 
in a few minutes after it snowed a little, nothing like thunder being 
heard during the night and morning. 

The same phenomenon was noticed about the same time in the city 
of Philadelphia. 


—2+eo=— 


MARRIAGE. 


On Tuesday evening 20th December, by the Rev. Mr. Mayer, Mr. 
Daniel Tysen, merchant, to Miss Sarah Kunckel, both of this city. 


DEATHS. 


On Wednesday the 14th instant, in the eighty-fourth year of her 
age, aller a few days illness, Elizadeth Meng, relict ofMelchior Meng, 
deceased, a native of Germantown. 

On Friday the 16th instant, in the 39th year of his age, captain JoAn 
Donaven, of this city. 

On Saturday evening last, after a lingering illness, Jaced Gerard, 
aged 82 years. 

On the 21st instant, after a lingering illness which he bore with ex- 
emplary patience, George Aston, in the 70th year of his age. 

On the 20th instant, Gilford Dudley Saunders, late a member of the 
Junior Artillerists, of a complaint contracted while in the service of 
his country. 

In Northampton township, Bucks county, on the 2!st instant, Mrs. 
Jane Kroesen, at the advanced age of 80 yearss—And on the same day; 
Mrs. Eilen Comfort, at an advanced age. 

Sudden Death—Mr. Conrad Clime, of Mon:gomery county, Upper 
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Dublin township, died on Monday last, in consequence of a fall from a 
cart, the preceding Saturday, which broke the spine of his back. His 
age was about 50 years. This is another proof, if more are wanting, 
*‘ that in the midst of life we are in death.” 

At New-York on Friday evening, at 7 o’clock, Mr. John Bapitste 
Anne Marie Lombart, aged 65 years, chancellor of the French consulate. 

In England, John Linch, a gardener—who having sat up in a green- 
house, to watch the garden for the detection of robbers, was found 
dead on the ground the next morning, having all the appearance of 
having died by suffocation, “ the vitality of the air having been destroy- 
ed by the mephitic gas frem the plants during the night.” 


OBITUARY—WILLIAM ORR. 


Tuis namesake of a celebrated Irish patriot, possessed a poetical 
fancy, acuteness of sensibility and independence of mind; but a discon- 
tented disposition strongly marked every action of his early life. Led 
to expect much from the labour of the pen, and possessed of the most 
exalted ideas of the honourable calling of authorship, he as early as his 
thirteenth year commenced the study of language and composition. 

The writer of this last tribute to his memory became acquainted 
with him in his nineteenth year. His compositions were then energetic, 
but he had not sufficiently studied the graces of language. There are 
however few periodical publications that have been issued in Philacel- 
phia, within the last ten years but what have been enriched dy the pro- 
ductions of his pen. 

In the summer of 1814 he retired into the state of New Jersey, for 
the purpose of prosecuting, undisturbed, his studies—Whilst there, ea 
draft was made for the militia to turn out armed and equipped to defend 
their country—the patriotism of Mr. Orr would not let him hesitate ’a 
moment—He joined the standard of his country, and fell a victim to 
wet straw and unwholesome food. In the prime of life and usefulness, 
he was cut down as a flower of the field—Just as his judgment had at- 
tained maturity, he was taken from us—In submission we bow to the 
dispensation, but must regret the loss we have felt. 

Woodbury, Deceniber 10, 181. 


—_a—— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

As Rosa had favoured us with a solution to the Charades previous toe 

the receipt of that by F. the ingenious solver of the first charade can- 

not be offended that a preference is given to those of our charming 

minstrel; but ether opportunities will again, we hope, arouse his pleas- 
ing powers. 

If Florian will call on Sunday evening at No. 98 Race street, some 
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alterations will be pointed out to him, which it is requisite to be-‘made 
in his pieces previous to their insertion. 

A portion of Edgar shall appear next week; his communication is 
too copicus to admit the whole at ene time. 

Valerian, No. 2, is received, with thanks to the author, and shall ap- 
pear in a future number; our Regale will become a feast indeed, if such 
pieces are frequent. 

Why is C. so indolent? 

Cannot iis muse a single line expend, 

To grace the 7¢a Tray and oblixe his friend? 
Trust me, it weckly reaches H *s shore; 
Here is temptation—I will say no more. 








TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


As some difficulty has occurred in the monthly collections, particu- 
larly with single gentlemen, those who may chuse to pay one doilar in 
advance, rather than be called on for twenty-five cents, the editress will 
send receipts to, for that sum, at the next monthly collection, if they will 
notify the carriers the week previous to it. She also begs leave to re- 
present to many, that punctual payment is necessary, particularly at 
the commencement; as she is at considerable expense in supporting the 
paper, and does not as yet derive any other advantage from it than the 
pleasure of hearing that it gives general satisfaction. But hoping that 
there will be no farther cause for complaint on either side, as new car- 
riers have been obiained, she remains their grateful humble servant. 






— + = 


The FEMALE HOSPITABLE SOCIETY still continue giving 
out igi to poor women in want of employ ment, at their Factery 
Room, No. 5 Appletree alley, where donations of any kind will be 
gratefully receive! and faithfully distributed, as heretofore. 

Subscribers who do not find it convenient to forward their subscrip- 
tions to the treasurer, No. 149 Chesnut street, are respectfully inform- 
ed they will be called on by the collector to receive their subscriptions, 
as that is the only means to enable the managers to make immediate 
pay meat to the poor for their work. 

By order of the Governess. 
E. NORMAN, Secretary. 
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The Isretieetuat Reeare, or Lanres’ Tra Tray, is published every Saturday, 
by Mrs Carr, No. 98 Race-street. Each number will contain sixteen octavo pages, 


every six months forming a handsome volume of tour hundred and sixteen pages. 
Pie three dollars a year, collected monthly by the carriers. Subscribers not re- 
sicii iin the city. to psy one dollar in advance, and the other two at the close of 


the first six months. Subscriber’s names wil! be published at the end of the first 
volume. 








DENNIS HEARTT, PRINTER. 


